WAR
Never in the whole war did we see such a terrible sight.
Streams of motor-ambulances a mile long waited to be
unloaded. Though many ambulance trains went out at
one side of our camp, the wounded had to lie not merely
in our tents and shelters and in the adjacent farm-build-
ings, but the whole area of the camp, a field of five or
six acres, was completely covered with stretchers placed
side to side, each with its suffering or dying man upon
it. Orderlies went about giving drinks and food, and
dressing wounds where possible. We surgeons were hard
at it in the operating-theatre, a good hut, holding four
tables. Occasionally, we made a brief look around to
select from the thousands of patients those few fortunate
ones whose life or limbs we had time to save. It was a
terrible business. Even now I am haunted by the touch-
ing look of the young, bright, anxious eyes, as we passed
along the rows of sufferers.
Hardly ever did any of them say a word, except to
ask for water or relief from pain. I don't remember any
single man in all those thousands who even suggested
that we should save him and not the fellow next to him.
Silently beseeching they lay, as we rapidly surveyed them
to see who was most worth while saving. Abdominal cases
and others requiring long operations simply had to be left
to die. Saving of life by amputation, which can be done
in a few minutes, or saving of limbs by the wide opening of
wounds, had to be thought of first. There, all around us,
lying maimed and battered and dying, was the flower of
Britain's youth—a terrible sight if ever there was one, yet
full of courage and unselfishness and beauty.
At the height of the carnage the Director-General, whom
I knew well, carnc round. " Well, Somervell, my boy, how
do you like this ? " " Sir, I think it's the most terrible
thing I have ever seen, or am likely to see." <c Ah, this is
war, my boy, this is war! "
Yes ; it was terrible-—those thousands of battered, bleed-
ing bodies, but their courage and unselfishness were glorious.
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